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IN DANGER AT CLACTON. 


“ The blow has at last fallen, and my poor unfortunate male parent is al present standing on the edye of a frightful abyss. According to the Clacton police, 
Poor Pa is an Anarchist of the most bloodthirsty type. Besides being charged with attempting to blow up Clacton-on-Sea, he ts accused of having been the instigator 
of sundry other Anarchial crimes. Poor Pa’s explanation that at the time of his arrest he was simply on his way to indulge in a little grouse shooting, was, of 
course, treated with contempt. Whether guilty or not, the authorities insist that Papa must be made an example of.’—Tourtsix, 


WHEN THE IRON ENTERS YOUR (HOLIDAY) SOUL. PERJURY. 


New; Calendars ever printed, to find a more col blooded 
lating scoundrel than Mr. William Chandler, lawyer's 


clerk, | 
In_ 1760, “in the case of every robbery committed, the { 
hundreds where it happened, or the comely = , Was 
responsible for the amount of the loss which the injured { 
person in such cases might sustain.” Chandler's attempt | 
at fraud was founded 4 this law, and implicated three j 
innocent men by whom pretended to have been robbed, 
ane aes had his scheme succeeded, would have been i 
hanged, 
To prepare for this atrocious scheme, he informed his 
father, a» gentleman farmer, that he was about to make ( 
a goud match, on the strength of which the old man gave 
him an estate. Shewing the deeds to his employer he 
obtained a loan of £500, and by other means obtained i 
another £500, £900 of this he changed into notes, und i 
dur } 
‘ 


IT would be difficult, if you searched through all the | 


asked his master to take a memorandum of the numbers, 
also getting him to observe how the money was safely 
deposited in his, Chandler's pocket. 

‘arly that afternoon he put up at an inn at Hare-hatch, 
about thirty miles from London, and had something to eat, 


‘NH sour seaside handily refuses to entertain When, after a week's continuous downpour at a third- When, in the midst of your flirtation with the leaving again at five. In three or four hours time he 
eee ‘int, and insists that “you must have rate watering place, you read that “the weather in village belle, her bruther teils you how he broke the returned with a pitiful tale. He had been waylaid by three 
“Sa wath you yourself.” London continues to be simply glorious.” neck of the last chap as trified wi’ bis sister bargemen, who had robbed and bound him, and left hiu in 


258 


a pit by the roadside, swearing that if he made the least noiee they 
would return and murder him. Here he lay a long while, but at 
last he plucked up courage to crawl out, and bound as he was, 
contrived to jump nearly half a mile up a hilly road. He then met 
a simple-minded herdsman, whose name he gave, and who cut his 
cords, Of this man he inquired where a constable could be found, 
and (was tiken to the house of one, where he left the notices 
required by law, and the description of the men who robbed him— 
so exnetly, that a person present remembered three such men to 
have passed by his house about the very time the robbery was said 
to have been committed ; and the Mayor of Reading. who was 
accideatally on the road, had a similar recollection of the barge- 
men whom he had met near Maidenhead Thicket. Chandler then 
returned to the inn, and after telling his tale, and informing the 
landlord that he intended to sue the hundred, he ordered a 
supper and a bowl of punch, “and sat down with as little concern 
as though nothing had happened.” 

Next day he came to town, told Mr. Hill, his employer, 
what was supposed to have occurred, and asked for his advice. 
Mr. Hill gave him the memorandum he had of the numbers, dates 
and gums of the notes, and sent him tu the bank to stop payment ; 
but instead of that, he went to a silversmith's, bought a silver 
tankard, and in payment changed a hundred pond note. On his 
return he tuld Mr. Hill that the bank “did no business that day on 
account of the hurry the City was in with regard to a fire in 
Coruhill which had happened the night before.” He, therefore, 
went the following morning, and on his return said he had left 
the memorandum at the bank. This, however, was falee. He had 
kept Mr. Hill's copy and left another at the bank, which he had so 
craftily altered as to prevent the notes being stopped. He then 
inserted a list of the altered numbers in the newspapers, but in the 
nfternoon took his own written copy away from each office. Later 
on, he advertised in the London Uauttn as directed by the law 
ping a description of the robbers, but omitting the numbers o! 
the notes. 

When the trial came on he obtained a verdict for £970, subject, 
however, to a point reserved concerning the sufficiency of the 
description of the bank notes in the Gazette. Before the eecond 
trial came on twelve of the notes of which Chandler pretended to 
have been rob’ were brought into the bank together, having 
been bought in Amsterdam of one John Smith, by Soloman, a 
broker there, and by him transmitted to his on, a London broker. 
The description of John Smith tallied exactly with that of Chandler, 
who by this time had disappeared, fearing the result of the secon 
trial which, indeed, when it came on went against him. In the end 
he was captured, and, being convicted of perjury, was transported 
for seven years. The poor innocent bargecs were nu¢ hanged, small 
thanks to Mr, Chandler, lawyer's clerk. 

e * e a e 
THF BIG FITE. 

Round 6. Wen time was caw! nither boi cum upp too time to 
the refere an the gentleman off the pres satt down toa gaim off 
knap to wait til they was reddy. more Quensberi. 


(Neat week, “A Guillotine Scene.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrelope sips enough te contain the 
contributions submitted. Dv not inclose loose stamps. 


Very glad to hear it, SAMMY; Tlupe you'll always think the 
same. Nothing in the world, ADVANCEMENT, Dims the light of 
SLopER's fame. Thanks for letter, BERTIE Houiann ; Lather 
an expensive joke. Yes, of course, ASOLO PLAYER: It's the same 
asa revoke. Thanks for rclic, LINCOLN LASSIE. We can answer 
Sur them, JERR; Though upon occasions they can Be conveniently 
we © Haven't any apace for sketches Just at present, L. C. HARE. 
Brusscls would be better, CHINEE, Jf you do not mind the fare. 


—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
8 Months, 16. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.O.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, I‘LEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at vur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQue. 


—_—— 


NINH OLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


—£150 


Will be patd to the next-0f-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall he ppen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Sag pee 
PROVIDED @ copy yf the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’s HaLF-Houmpay” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—~—— 
Overheard at Sloper's Head, 
The Shoe Lane Liar. Oh, it is perfectly true, I can assure you, 1 
saw it myself, and seeing is believing, youknow, 
Sloper'a Publisher, Ah, there 1 don’t agree with you, For 
instance, | can sce you, but I don't, beliere you. 


It's a bold man that borrows the half-quid off his missis that he 
may bike hia marine binocular out of the “leaving shop” so that 
he can go and see the Margate bathing. 


Gunter. It's 0 great shame, but very few people obtain their 
deserts in this life. 
Sus leigh. How very thankful you ought to be. 
s* 


* 
AT least one blessing Adam had— 
A great one, goodness knows !— 
His wife could never ruin him 
With endless bills for clothes. 
ss 


s 
Ironmonger. Can I recommend you a good gas-burner, sir? 
Customer. No, thank you. have a gas stove and a general 
servant and they burn quite as much as 1 can afford to pay for. 
ee 


s 

De Mashette. Can you make wildles? 

Noodles, Oh, yas; I can make them quite quick, you know, Er 
—er—why r—London like—er—er—the moon? 

De Mashette. Er—er—the moon? Er—er—like the moon? Er 
—er—London like the moon? I don't know. Whatis the answer? 

Noodles, The answer? Oh, I don't make answers, I only make 
the widdles, I tet somebody else ake the aiswers, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 536.—The “Rhy! Bathing " Costume. 


A oeautiful imen of the Alli “I am particular who I associate 
Gin-shifti orchid from the forests of with. I pick my friemis."" “You do: 
South America, Till there's noz a feather left on them.” 


Alice, Do you mean to say your husband's out in this frightful storm ? 
Rose. Yes, dear! 

Alice, Aren't you frightened ? 

Rose, No! he's insured. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 


“Bang! Hi havee littlee gamee, 
So. 20,--Cervantes, (Se~vant ‘tis !) shoutee partlidge.” 


Bw 


Saturday, August 18, 1894. 


Appeuciiuus mre malo a urd 

rgw we Stranger. ntain, sir, a murdere 

madman : he is not responsible for his actions, Al se 
Weary-looking Stranger. Nonsense, sir! there is only one crime 

which 2 man may commit under the influence of madness, 
Argumentatire Stranger, Indeed, sir, what is that? 
Weary-luoking Stranger, Bigamy, sir, bigamy. 


s 
THERE'S nothing eo sudden in the change of facial expression as 
that of the lovely girl who has mounted the stile, proudly conscious 
of the latest novelty in twenty-eight buttoned buota, and who 
tumbles sideways by accident into a ditch full of double-breasted 
nettles. *,° 


Little acob, Fader, Mr. Moses called while you was out, and 
ask how is business and I tell him pretty fair. 

Old [xaacatein, Ach! Jacob, would you pring usto ruin? Don't 
you know yet that business is always bad? 


THE tailor is the only man 
Who cannot raise a laugh, 
When on the subject of his bill 

The comic papers chaff, 


Telegraph Clerk. Place the stamp on your telegram, please. 
Young Lady, No, Ud rather not. I’ve heard it isu’t wholesome 
© lick stumps, perhaps you'll do it for me? 
ss 


Stranger. Wave you any swell customers? 
Draper. Oh, no; I don't give credit, you know, 
ss 


s 
Mrs. Selfmade. Oh, Professor, do play us something, we are all 
dying to hear you. 
The Professur, With pleasure. Shall I give you an ¢mpromptu ? 
Mrs. Selfmade, You're very good, but—er—I think I'd sooner 
hear something you've never played before. 


e 
Rigbore. ——Well, to cut a long story short, I laid a-bed — 
Victim (interrupting), The deuce you did! Why on earth 
didn’t you sit on it? es 
s 


“T’vE heaps of friends,” said SLOPER, proudly, “who would 
always be ready to stick to me from top tu tue.” And then Mac 
murmured kindly, “ Yes, ALLY, dear, with the toes of their boots.” 
And there was such a silence that you could have heard a full in 
the price of 10s, 6¢, shake-me-downs, 

ss 


s 
Macher. I believe young George is keeping company with some 


irl, 
5 Father, What makes you think that ? 
Mother, Because he always shaves of an evening before he goes 
out. ss 
s 


Young Sharpshina, 1 say, dad, why are those thin dancing shoes 
called pumps 

Old Sharpehins, Because you can get water through them so 
easily, my dear, *,° 


Counsel, And you doubted the plaintiff's veracity, I believe you 


said, 

Rustic Witness, No, 1 didn't. JT said I thought him a bloomin’ 
liar, but 1 didn’t eny nothin’ about no vrassity nor vuthin’. You 
lawyer chaps may be very clever, but you ain’t a-goin’ to catch we 
easy, 50 I tell yer. *,° 


It is the girl you've mashed for years 
Who, when proposed to, tries 

By every art to make you think 
You take her by surprise, 


s 
Son and Heir, 1 say, dad, I threatened to hit that boy over there 
because he wouldn't let me play with him ; but he didn’t seem a bit 
afraid. What shall 1 do? 
Jiiplumatic Father. Pick out a smaller boy, my son, and try 
again. *° 


Inquirer, How can you tell a friend? 
Philosopher, That entirely depends upon whether he is your 
friend or you are his friend. There is a great deal of difference. 


Younc Fitzdoodler and Miss Flossie Montfitchet both object to 
the morning nip at Ramsgate. “I never, under any circumstances, 
tnke anything before lunch,” says he. “ And when I go a-bathinz, 
I wish the crabs wouldn't try to take a lunch off me—however 
nice a girl I may be according to my friends.” 


Lushington, 1 was reading this morning of a fellow being 
drowned in a vat of beer. 

Boozely, What a glorious death ! 

Lushington, I don't think so; on the contrary, I should say it 
was pninful—for fancy your feelings at having the beer all round 
you, and yet being so full that you could not contaiu another dro}. 


a 
Magistrate (kindly, to very Youthful Witness). Do you know the 
nature of an oath, my little man? 
Youthful Witness, Ob, yes, sir; our father’s always a-usio’ of 
‘em, sir, when he’s riled. *.° 


Firat Pet. Men are becoming horribly ungallant. I rode half. 
mile in the bus to-day before I could get n seat. 

Second Pet, Yes, dear ; and the selfish things actually fight over 
who shall give up his place when a pretty girl peta in. 


we Sce that old man over there? his father was killed at 

Jaterloo. 

Kaffe, You don't say so! One of the Guards, do von know? 
Biffe. Oh, dear, no; only a porter on the South-Western. 


* 
Ir there is one who more than all 
His fellow-man provokes, 
‘Tis he who never sees the point 
Of all their funny jokes. 


s 
Frenchman. Sare, 1 vant a vot you call a good foot rule, can 
you obliger by—ah Nom de Dieu—er—er—telling me one? 
The Joker, The best foot rule I can tell_you is to keep to the 
right. ee [Sacré-é-6-é-t-¢--6-¢. 
* 


“I sMELL a rat,” said Noah, when the doves had found footing 
on dry Jand. i 
“No, father!” replied his precocious son; “yousmell Ar-a-rat! 


= 

First Intelligent Working Maun. These ‘ere noosepaper chaps, 98 
are alwys a-puttin’ other folks in their places, don't seem no beter 
cddercated than enyone else ! 

Second Intelligent Working Man. Don't they? 'Ow’s that? | 

First ehh lp Working Man. Why, I see as ’ow some of 'em 
are a-spellin’ that there furrin place Koree with a K and some with 
a C, so they don't know everything, do they? 


— ee 


Ewery Momday. One Malfpenny:- 


LARKS. 
Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 


CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, August 18, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AT RHYL. 


Yrs, here we are at Rhyl, and all over the town we find the 
coloured posters and day bills of Miss Tootsie SLOPER's 
/RIVOLITY BURLESQUE COMPANY in their great London suc- 

cess, Naughty! 
Naughty! 
Prince Happy- 
chappie, Hiss 
Tootsie Sloper; 
Howdydodenr, 
Miss Totti 
Goodenough ; 
Doncherknow- 
dear, Miss Lardi 
Longsox. They 
say we shall do 
well, though the 
Welsh ladies 
who gaze upon 
our mural de- 
corationsappear 
to be a bit taken 
back for the 
length of stock- 
ing thereon dis- 
played, 

Rhyl is a very 
clean, but 
ordinary sort of 
town of recent 
growth, but 
there are signs 
about it of im- 
provement. It 
yearly grows 
more popular, 
and may live to 
have actnally some handsome buildings in it some day. 

My guide book writer seems to have retained riling recollections 
of its hostelries, for says he: “ Rhyl] is as well supplied with high- 
class hotels as any watering-place of its size, and there are several 
old-fashioned ones which are exceedingly comfortable, and where 
those who prefer plain living and home-like accommodation toa 
ywsse of waiters with acres of doubtful shirt-front, and high prices, 
may live very reasonably indeed.” 

As to the bathing, I think 1 must quote again. Says my guide: 
“The chief attraction of the beach is, of course, for bathing, and 
vou will find vans (bathing machines) in abundance on either side 
of the pier. Take care, however, you do not blunder into the 
domain of the orrosee sex (which. by the way, is the opposite sex?) 
as you ny possibly find yourself in the unpleasant predicament of 
hing hauled up before the authorities and ordered to pay a fine. 
They are very particular at Rhyl, and altogether object to breaches 
of the rules of bathing decorum.” Perhaps when they heard we 
were coming, the authorities thought they had to keep a sharper 
look out than usual, 

We have been amusing ourselves in the usual seaside fashion. 
We have promenaded, driven, run donkey races and sailed ina 
yacht, Poor Tottie, suddenly, in the midst of one of her nautical 


Donkey races.: 
orations, lost her balance and went flop into the water. Billy flew 
allantly to the rescue and dived in after her, and she was dragged 
out. I'm sure I meant no harm, but, for the life of me, 1 could 
not help screaming with laughter, she did look such a rag. 

You should go to Rhuddlan town and castle, for you will find 
the latter very picturesque. ‘Twas here, in the good old times, that 
that artful man, Edward the First, p it low down on Brer 
Welsh Rabbit, and had him on toast. You will remember how 
here he received the tidings of his son's birth at Carnarvon, and 
how he praised to give the Welsh Chieftainsa prince born among 
them who had never spoken a word of English in his life, and 
whose conduct had always been irreproachable, and then suddenly 
produced, as a sort of surprise packet, the new-born babe. It was 
rough, but it answered, @ * « * 

With regard to the Company, I have no peaceful tidings to com- 
municate ; and all I hope is that the majority may return home 
alive, There's a duet in our piece between the first and second low 
comedians in which one has to kick the other, but not hard, of 
course, Well, last night Mr. Jenkins gave Mr. Jones a regular 
oner. and Mr, Jones, who naturally felt wild, gave Mr, Jenkins 
rezular vicious one back. On this, Mr. Jones let tly his foot and 
landed so heavily that Mr. Jenkins's teeth rattled. And so they 
went on, the au- 
dience applaud- 
ing like mad; 
and wher they 
retired to have 
it out at the 
wing, all the 


gerare still with 
us, and the mu- 
sical conductor, 
when he hears 
their names 
mention: 
haves like a 
perfect maniac, 
And that small 
boy I told you 
off Well, he, 
too, has followed 
on to Rhyl, and 
only this mo- 
ment, turning 
the corner of a 
uiet street, I 
discovered him 
very hard at 
work with a 
penknife in 
ront of one of 
our posters, 
tint: ' What do you 
ink he was doing? You'll never believe it.. My youthful admirer 
),) fitting my head out of the picture. When he had done so, 
hase ved on and kissed it tenderly, and, placing it next his heart, 
‘toned kis little waistcoat over it resolutely. 


Hard at work, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


THE BANDITS OF BRIGHTON. 

SRATED upon an iron crossrod that linked two pillars of the 
West Pier at Brighton, reading “ Udolpho’s Vengeance; or, The 
Bold Boy Bandit of Barbarossa,” was Bill Biftinri per, the twelve 
Year old terror of a respectable family sojourneying for a month 
in Medina Villas, Crunching along the loose stones of the beach 
by the end of West Street, hurrying to keep his appointment with 
Bill, was Wally Wothershiner, the thirteen summered scion of 
reduced parents hanging out for the holidays in lodgings in Middle 
Street. Wally and Bill had only been acquainted with one another 
during a brief period of three weeks, but there was a great and 
mutual trust between them which was truly masonic, 

“Wally,” said Bill, when they had exchanged the customary 
greetings, “this is Friday.” 

“What of it?” asked Wally. 

“To-morrow, that fat-headed chump of a feller that's courtin’ 
my sister Penelope will be down to stay till Monday mornin’, an’ 
I shall be washed and watched, and bullied and made to behave 
in a way that’s fairly sickenin’.” 

“ And you hate him, Bill?” 

“I do. But father don’t. "Cos he wears patent-leather shoes, 
an’ smokes cigarettes, an’ puts scent on his hankycher, an’ is some- 
be a — up in Lombard Street. Father believes in ‘im.” 

* Dixgustin’.” 

“I should think it was, But"—and he dropped his voice and 
adopted a tragic tone — “the blood of the young paleface is 
boiling. for revenge. He has no Indians to scalp—even the 
Ethiopians who sing outside the Old Ship are unworthy of his 
scalper—but he thirsts to kill the masher of his sister.” 

“Well said, comrade,” cried Wally, “we will kill him to the 
death and slew him fatally. But how?” 

“ Bill, the Bloodboiler has it. ‘Tis his custom ns soon as high 
tea's over on Saturday evenin’s, to sneak out with Penelope behind 
the evergreens to where stand the cherry trees, ‘tween two of 
which is slung ahammock. There he sits, for hours together, with 
Penelope in his lap. To-morrow night they will doubtless take up 
their customary position—the hammock hangs pretty high, for 
recent rains have trunk the ro 8 soon ns they are in it and 
waxing sentimental —and Penelope is in his lap— we'll cut the 
bloomin’ rope—kertlop!—and he'll be squashed to a pancake. 
D'ye catch on?” 


* * ° e * ° 

With a great banging of doors and the shrieking of many 
whistles, the ten o'clock twelve-and-sixpenny Pullman steamed out 
of Victoria, and Horatio Jerninghame-Jones threw himself into a 
vacant seat and gave himself up to thought. Others interested 
themeelves with the passing scenery, the beauties of Battersea and 
the sylvan glades of South Belgravia, but Horatio saw nothing— 
he was thinking of his peeelope Peasoys Ellinore Biftinripper. 
The journey seemed of interminable length, but all things have 
an end, and was not Penelope waiting on the platform to welcome 


him? 

We will not dwell upon the sweets of their meeting, but pass on to 
Medina Villas and sunset. Tea lasted until nearly seven—tea and 
conversation ; then slowly the sun sank out of sight, far, far away 
across the water in the direction of Dieppe, the bands struck up 
with the lighting of the bare along the front. and the gloaming 
began to gloam. Then, as if from force of habit, the “two souls 
with but a single thought” wended their way to the hammock. 
One hour—two hours—three hours passed, and still they ent there 
swinging—or, rather, Horatio Jerninghame-Joues sat in it, for the 
beauteous Penelope was in his lap. Ten stone two of girl isa big 
weight for a smallish young man to hold for three hours at a 
stretch, but they were hours of bliss and he heeded not the weight. 
Little did those two young people, in the happiness and L poe of 
pad first love, dream of the foul plot that was being lai pe io 

em. 

“Crrr-hh!” The first strand of the rope had severed. 

“ What was that, ownest own?” asked the oy, girl. 

“ Your imagination, loveliest of the lovely,” replied Horatio. 

“Crrr-hh!" The rope was well-nigh cut through, but still they 
were undisturbed, and the moon came out from behind a cloud 
and seemed to smile at the mixchief. As a cloud obscured the 
force of the moon and darkness again ee, Free Penelope took a 
tighter grip around her brave boy’s neck, then, with a “crrr-hh 
—sanap—bang !" the rope parted under the keen edge of Bill the 
Bl iler's clasp knife, and, after a fall of three feet, pesuons 
landed upon Horatio's starboard-side, amidst a dull thud and the 
crack-crack-crack of his fifth, sixth and seventh ribs. 

For six weeks the London and County Councillors’ Bank was 
minus one of its most respected clerks; whilst he—happy fellow ! 
—was tenderly nursed at brighton by his betrothed. And each of 
the conspirators has cut the notch in his ofticial scalper. Vive 
le Banditti de Brightonne ! 


————— 


ADVICE TO SERVANTS 
ANXIOUS TO QUALIFY AS WITNESSES IN ACTIONS AT LAW. 


JEAMES vor SARAH: 
You should cultivate an a that can be keyholed, 
An imagination nicely tinged with blue, 
So that when employers’ actions you can’t be’old 
You OF 5 at all the dreadful things they do! 
You should have a foot that doesn’t shake the landin’, 
An ear designed for listening at chinks, 
And a faculty of never quite mine, 
Though the pumping party’s liberal of drinks. 


When in Court, you should be careful with your story ; 
Keep your temper just as mild as morning's milk 

When the opposition Counsel rises in his glory 
Like a turkey-cock, in rustling robes of silk. 

You should always keep in mind dear mother’s warnin’, 
When at last upon her bed she laid to die: 

“To tell anything but truth you should be scornin’— 
That's unless you've been well paid to tell a lie!” 


> = 


SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY. 
Diluted according to the Act and the price paid, and adapted 
( a to the use of Schoite.) ag “is 
Youne fellow, if you're thinking of foing into matrimony, 
mind you pick out a girl that will wear well as a wife. Remember 
a a sapphire will not mop up water, whilst a halfpenny sponge 


An infant cutting its teeth in the dead of night is better com- 
y than a young man who has written a ing shocker, and 
ie found a publisher to buy it, 

A thoroug ge se is polite to all women—even to his wife. 

It is a peculiar, though a pretty well-known custom with the 
Japanese to take off their shoes before entering a house, It is 
peculiar because it is practised at all hours ins of at one in the 
morning, as it was by Reve Paaaition, after spending all Bank 
Holiday at his office in the city, “working off,” as he said “his 
arrears of correspondence.” 

Perhaps children are “the silver cords that bind us to Heaven 
—SLOPER won't be the one to say they're not—yet a man doesn’t 
think about that who, after listening till 3 a.m. to the music of his 
infant, glances wearily at his watch and says, “ Emina, dear, I 
think I'll go out into the garden and crawl into the kennel with 
Rover; Imust geta little sleep before it’s time to start for the office.” 

We are only half-way through August, yet of many of the good 
resolutions that were made by mankind in January, nothing 
remains but the frames—and they mostly need repairing ! 

“There are times,” once said the Bishop of Ely, “ when a woman 
does not feel like learning a language or saving a soul,” and we 
thought so on Bank Holiday, as we observed a young lady at 
Chingford, who had put away a pint of shrimps, fifteen penny 
ices, a bottle of stout, 8 quart of gooseberries and four middle- 

nieces of fried fish, come over suddenly pale and clammy whilst 
ving her fourteenth boat swing. 


Se 


” 
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JACK’S HEIRESS. 


_——— 


“TI TELL you, Tom, she's a lady! Anyone with half an eye 
could see she was.” 

“Nonsense, my dear fellow ; ladies don’t go riding about the city 
in omnibuses without 
their purses——”" 

“But she'd for. : \ Z 
gotten it, | tell you.” 2 4 ss) 

“So she said, of i 
course; but do you 
know I've an indis- 
tinct recollection of 
having heard a some- 
what similar tale be- | 
fore. My dear Jack, 
I've not the very 
faintest objection to 
your wasting your 
substance paying the 
fare of distressed 
damsels who've left iB - 
their purses on the |) 4] 
piano ee you really | 
mustn't expect me to - 
believe them prin- Se I 
cesses incog,.” Y, — 

“IT don't care a = 
button what you be- 9 == 


lieve," said hisfriend, *=—|///ff, 
Vie a | 
ff Y/ 


doggedly. “I stick I 
Wp. \y y) 
jh al Ahn AT 
N' 


to my _ original 
opinion.” 

“And you expect 
to see your three- 


pence again?” iT} \ 
“Certainly, She MTT \ 
insisted I should give Had forgotten her purse. 


her my card.” 

“My dear fellow, you're bewitched. The big brown eyes and 
golden hair, I think you said, have charmed away your ordinary 
common sense. I really wonder she let you off so lightly as— 
hullo! what's all this?” 

Jack crossed to the window at which his friend was standing 
and looked down into the street below. A smart brougham drawn 
by a beautifully matched pair of bays had just drawn up, and a 
footman was descending from the box. 

“Visitors for the Les red in the flat above,” said Tom, as the 
distant tinkle of the electric bell struck their ears, “Hullo! 
they're soon off aguin,” for the footman was remounting the box. 
A moment later the equipage was out of sight. 

“A letter for 
you, sir,” said the 
porter, following 
up his knock at 
the doorand hand- 
ing an_ envelope 
to Jack; “just 
brought by ‘and, 
sir; footman said 
there was no an- 
ewer, sir.” Jack 
tore it open. In- 
side was a three- 


pen 
niously attached 


of which was 
written in a flow- 
ing hand, “ With 
a thousand 
thanks.” 


ks, 

“There,” said 
Jack, triumphant- 
ly exhibiting the 

tecard to his 
riend, “who's 
right now, eh? 
Park Lane and a 
carringe and pair, 
by Jove. Tom, t 
can plainly see the 
hand of destiny in all this ; depend upon it, my boy, I've tumbled 
across a young and lovely heiress.” 

Tom laughed. 

“What a romantic old owl you are,” he sail; “however, I 
suppose I must tender my apologies to you and the absent fair 
one, 

Jack was tenderly fingering the card. 

“108 Park Lane,” he murmured, “1 think I shall call there to- 
morrow. 

“Nonsense, my dear fellow, you couldn't possibly. Shocking 
on sane unwarrantable—bad form and all that. You can’t 
really. 

“ Hang form!” exclaimed Jack, “she's not the girl to stand on 
ceremony, I'm sure; 
and if I can read a 

ir of eyes she won't 


easily invent some ex- 
cuse for ing.” 

Tom shrugged his 
shoulders and smiled. 
“You were always a 
hot-headed member, 
Jack,” he said ; “you'll 
have your own way in 
the matter, I suppose. 
I wish you every suc- 


cess. 

Jack did. Arrayed 
with consummatecare, 
he knocked at the 
address in Park Lane 
the following after- 
noon and handed his 
card to the liveried 
menial who threw 
open the door. 

“Miss Merton, Miss 
Margaret Merton, is 
she at home?” he 


queried. 
The fellow treated 
him toa long, insolent 


tare, 

“ And what do you 
want with Mag?” he 
inquired haughtily, “Don't yer know that this ain’t the door to 
inquire for the lady’s maid? Servants’ entrance is round the side. 
And look here, young man, I don't know if you're aware of it, but 
no followers ain't allowed.” 

And this was an end of Poor Jack's romantic dream, The young 
lady to whom he had surrendered his heart was but a lady's mainid. 

Poor Jack is still single and awaiting his opportunity, which 
seems a confounded long time coming! 


A long, insolent stare. 


8 ——eeEEOOeeee eee 


| 
| 
| 


Tourist. The bel is rather small. 
Landlady. Lor, sir 1 much taller gents have slept 
here ; and cousider how cheap—vnly five pouuds a 


Of her friends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted. 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, °52.—Miss BLANCHE CAREY. 
‘Oh, that I coukd juduce her to be mine.” —The Dook Snook. 
“ Pur I could sing her everlasting praise.” —Lord Bob, 
“1 worship Ler with blind, intense devotion.” —The Hon. Billy. 


ap os pepe 
Z 
: 
(1) The Elier's groseettes were a’ ripe, an’ he was just makin’ bis annual b'ilin’ o° “ jeclie,” (2) Then McNab, stenck wi* shame, dropped the pan, an’ the 
The pan was unco’ bot tae his haund, an’ he was “saying things,” when the Minister cam'in, ‘I'he Minister yelled,“ Liunk ye! ye blankety-blanketted-blauk nntasxkull | 


Minister roared, “Silence, ye wicked heathen! The heat o° things in this warl' is icy comparel au 


wi’ what ye'll experience for sic profanity in the uexzt.” 


week, the Laws of Nature, and thinks be has chosen a quict spot, 


%e° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
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“ Onse little tontsies mnst be tired, come and sit on this rocklet, my 
pretty icle peachey.”—Just as the professor is reading a long article on “Oh, yore! is my fatal beanty to fale away for- 
‘ # No; 1 will at once turn artist's model, 


gotten 
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“ Jack says he loves to lie on the sania, T think 
80, too, dear. But still, he likes to lie wherever he 
is."— Rxtraet from Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—J. A. E. MALONE, Esq. 


It was Inst Saturday night as ever was, and the great historical burlesque of Little 
Jack Sheppard, revived again, was over. A. SLOVKK had laughed at the merry 
conceits of hix brother littérateurs and pals, Lill Yardley and Pott Stephens, and 
listened with enchanted ears to the delightful musie of his vld friend, Meyer Lutz; 
and now he stood upon the stage ready to shower his congratulations on all concerned, 
and wish bon rogaye, before departing to America, to George Klwanics’ trusty hench- 
man, J. A. E. Malone—real J. A.E.M. As he yazel arvund at the bright throng 
anxiously waiting for his verdict, his memory went back to a memorable night nine 
years ayo, when jnst at that. identical time by the clock of St. Mary's, hard by, the 
King and Queen of Burlesqne, good Fred Leslie and everybody's dear Nell Farren, 
were receiving hearty congratulations, and he heaved a sigh. “Come, this won't do, * 
said he, “standing here sighing on the stage of the theatre devoted to gaiety— besides, 
aren't weall hoping, ay, and expecting our own Nell again amongst us at Christmas!" 
and slapping Mr. Malone heartily on the back, he cried: “ Malone, old chap! T con- 
grutulate you! Drcsses, scenery—good old Banks |—stage arrangement, perfect ! 


double blank yer blaukety-blunked jectie 1" ete., ete., ete. 


Ladies and gentlemen, you are waiting for my verlict. You shall have it! A snecess 
all round! Bless yon! George Edwardes, my boy, your hand!" The verdict given 
by the learned, upright judge, reaction, after pent-up anxiety, followed. An 
universal sigh of relief went up to the sky borders; men fell, langhing hysterically, on 
ladies’ shoullers, and strong yvirls wept—but their tears were those of joy. And then 
with one impulse all the ladies, led by gentle Elialine Terriss, smiling swily— 
Mr. Collier a youl second—surrounded the Old Man and smothered him with kisses, 
“Thanks, dear ladies, thanks!" he cried, then turning to the men, “ Boys—Seymour 
Hicks, dlon't look sv cunfoundedly jealous— Boys! nothing remains, now, but for me 
to drink with you—at George Edwanles’ expense, and to interview the frien] of my 
youth, J. A. E. Malone!” “Great Scot!" cried that gentleman, aud promptly dis- 
appeared in the crowd. When A. SLOPER slept that night he dreamt that in the 
character of Jack sheppard he had stolen the hearts of all the Gaiety girla, as well 
as thoze of a goo! many more young ladies, and hai been immediately arrested by 
dear little Gog aud Magog. Lut still a dream is not altogether satixfactury, as a rule. 


NOT TO BE TOLD TAE THE KIRK SESSION. 


(3) When the dancin’ waa done, an’ the “ was a wee 
bit cooled, the Khler murmured, wi’ tears in hie een, “Hannd in 
Laund, Minister—hannd in haund we'll aye guug through this 
warl'— aun’ through the next.” 
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“To -cScabe bee Worklkouse: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
y and well seasoned ; and what = think far better they'd be dead :—The noble Albert Edward gay, To Homburg fled the other day :—= 
At Grenwich gay, the M.P.s still Indulge in whitebait with Sir Will :—The tricky Mazim doce nut 
Sear His course among the clouds to steer :—Is kissing harmful? well, perhaps so, But pleasant 
atime, don't you know.—Hullo | what's this? Our Prince goin lesert us? Rare not. Homburg 
AN, 


ladies and gentlemen, both spic 
ing to dese 
« only place where they play baccarat—THE SLOPERIAN SHOW 


Tlere’s a dish for you this week. 
is MORK, thoroughly up to date. If it does not make you lick your lips with delight, you must 
indeed be hard to please, But I feel sure you will appreciate my little efforts on your behalves, 
Ou we go:—Li Hung Chang, the Chinese Chicf, Hia jacket taken, comes to grief :—St, Ininglass, 
wl am told, Cannot be bought for untold gold :-—Both man aad wife, the workhouse dread, And 4s not th 


BUSINESS. 


Rarter's Ray (to 
Insite and ‘ave @ 
Wauls it or not | 


L444 
eA Y 
Ws 


5 
y 
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8h. ; “Say, oul man, if you don't take more exercise you will be 
. T never canght anything at fishing. She. I suppose you're jealons because I flirted with a little Jew at table d"hote last night ? running to grasa.” “At all events, there's no fear of that 
4, Humpht You caught me, He, Nota vit! I weut to keep it up, He's my tailor and wants his moncy. huppemnug to yuu, sonny.” 
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ALAS, poor ‘Arry! The powers that be have taken upon them- 
sclyes the task of reforming the morals of Epping Forest, and the 
festively inclined visi- 
tor to that happy 
demesne will in future 
have to behave himself 
according to the stan- 
dard set up by the Com- 
missioners of Works 
and His Grace of Con- 
naught, who is Ranger 
of the Forest. Thenew 
rules will make it an 
offence to drop lighted 
fusees or matches in the 
glades, sell intoxicating 
liquors within the 
Forest precincts, or 
take in dogs not 
under poms. control, 
and willalso nim at the 
protection of the com- 
moners’ cattle. Alack- 
;, a-day, and are the joys 
of Chingford thus to 
fade? *\° 


\) 


TuE Fossilized Fa- 
bric has this day been 
pleased to confer the 
“Award of Merit” 
upon FRED GRAN- 
VILLE, because he's a 

io versatile comedian, 
“ Feyther,” chortled the Agure-Eyed, “ Fred é# a wonder, ain't ’e? 
Comedian, descriptive entertainer, mimic, and voice illusionist— 
nothing comes amiss to ‘im, does it?” And the Aged agreed, and 
the two went out to drink prosperity to the new F.O.S, and his 
slap-up show. ee 

s 


_ THERE is, of course, no foundation for the rumour that Larks’ 
is about to be formed into a daily ; this is a case of the wish being 
father to the thought, and, although we would gladly oblige the 
myrind readers of the mammoth comic, it is, of course, utterly 
impossible to produce such a stupendous ha'p'orth more than once 
a week, ee 

s 


A, SLOPER has reccived a formal invitation to compete in the 
exhibition of Ugly Men to be held at Berlin. 1s this a joke, or can 
it really be that some insulting scoundrel——but no, we refuse to 
believe it. oe 

s 


THE Lady Cyclists have long been an important bods, and their 
ranks gain recruits daily. And now they are about to assert them- 
selves. The sterner sex are not to 
have it all their own way in future, 
We are to have a Lady Cyclists’ 
Union, and long and short distance 
road and track races are to 
organized for competition amon 
the fair machinists, whilst fifty and ¢ 
hundred guinea cups will en- 
courage the spirit of emulation. 
Truly the Tady Cyclist is waking 
up witha vengeance? 


s 

Tlere's a chance for you, boys. 
A trip to the Continong and back 
in the day for ten and sixpence. 
Steamer, the La Marguerite. Dea- 
tination, Boulogne. You take the 
ticket at Fenchurch Street Station, 
and travel by the 8.35 A.M. train to 
Tilbury. From thence you embark 
on the glorious La Marguerite, 
and on you go. Twenty-five miles 
an hour the whole way! And 
the whole journey from London to 
Boulogne only occupies six hours. 
Good biz., ia it not? 

s 

WE are informed, on the best 
authority, that the nuptials of the 
Hon. Billy and_Lardi Longsox 
will be celebrated about the same 
time as those of Miss Tootsie 
Sloper and Lord Rosebery. When this latter ceremony will come 
off, goodness only knows ! Nevertheless, this is a move in the 
right direction. oe 


_ YET another Frenchman, imitating M. Turpin, claims to have 
invented a destructive machine capable of slaughtering everythi 
within milesof its range. Hydrogen is the motive-power employed. 
Undoubtedly there's a good deal of gas about the invention. 


se 
s 


Wuat price the betting on Surrey for the Cricket Championship 
now? ALLY's price is two to one on in twopennorths, Any 
takers? *.° 


THE second edition of Little Christopher Columbus is a very 
long way ahead of the first, and that wns of itself an exceptionally 
%. bright and tuneful 
docton. The pees, n ct 
as been thoroughly re 
and the new lines and busi- 
ness are even more replete 
with humour than were the 
old. And then in the title 
Tolightiul burlesque otros, 
elig! urlesque 
\ the chic, the merry, the 
‘glorious - voiced 8t. Sohn, 
which her front name is 
Florence? At this rate 
Little Christopher Colum- 
bus will run into an “extra 
special,” *,° 


WHILE discussing the 
ice of “ Unsweetened” 
with the Eminent the other 
day, Mrs. Sloper had the 
mistortune to lose her tem- 
per. Whoever will return 
the same, placed under re- 
straint and carriage puid to 
A. SLOPER, will be amply 
rewarded. ¢ » 
s 


THE War Office has again 
commenced to fret itself at 
the difficulty of obtaining 
recruits, and to speculate 
upon the reasons which prevent eligible young men from joining 
the ranks. Suppose, now, just. fora trial, it commences to fulfil 
its high-sounding promises to Tommy Atkins, about good food and 
lodging, uniforms. and money to spend, It's’ very little of the 
latter is .zeft after Tommy has paid for the endless * extras.” 
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Never behindhand fn introducing novelties of all descriptions 
to ite patrona, the Canterbury is doing very big business, indeed, 
with t Bank Holiday programme. 

One of the best variety ances 
in London is at present to be witnessed 
at this hall, and in recommending our 
renders to pay it a visit, we have little 
fear as to the result. Some of the best 
artistes in London are at present 
starred on the programme, 

ss 


s 
THE very latest Sea Serpent story 
comes from New York. The first mate 
of the ship A. J. Fuller, recently 
arrived at that port declares that 
whilst in the middle of the Atlantic he 
and several of the crew saw a monstrous 
snake-formed monster, which reared 
its head a dozen or £0 of feet out of the 
water, A.SLOPER has in his time aeen 
anakes of all descriptions, but none so 
large as this. Probably his “Un- 
sweetened” is not so strong as the 

sailors’ rum. *,° 


Grouse. shootists are evidently very 
much behind-hand this year, Up to 
now, we have not received a single 
hamper of game from the North. This 
is really tve bad, A, SLOPER always 
endeavours to please his patrons. Why 
should not they reciprocate his efforts? 
Hampers addressed to A. SLOPER 
care of “ The Sloperies,” Shoe Lane, will be forwarded free of charge. 

s 

We knew it. It was bound tu come. The giant Thames trout 
has been caught again, or rather hooked, and after a desperate 
struggle lasting three quarters of an hour, has managed to escape 
again. “Its weight must have been at least five pounds,” says the 
report. We know that trout. ** 


CaseEnto, the cold-blooded assassin of President Carnot, has been 
rightly condemned to his only possible fate. The case admitted of 
absolutely no extenuating circumstances, and the miscreant is to 
die—not. as he deserves, a slow, tortured death, but by the swift, 
sharp knife of the guillotine, Let us hope that no threats, no false 
sentiment will save the villain from his justly deserved doom. 


THE publicans in the neighbourhood of Shoe Lane are com- 
plaining of the bad state of business. This is probably due to the 
absence of A. SLOPER and suite from town. 


s 

Is, or is not the notorious Jabez Spencer Balfour in the hands of 
the British Authorities at Buenos Ayres? Common rumour, 
through the news- 
perers, asserts that he 
2, Common sense 
tells us that he is not. 
Whatever are the facts 
of the case, it must be 
admitted that Jabes 
has had a jolly long 
innings. hilst his 
colleagues and tools 
are lal ing on the 
treadmills, he, the 
greatest scoundrel of 
the lot, is revelling in 
luxury in South 
America, If Balfour 
manages to evade 
justice altogether it 
will be an everlastin 
ataie on Englis 


ss 

Aut friends of 
SLOPER who are in- 
clined to be taught 
horse-riding should 
certainly make it their 
business to wend their 
way to the Albany 
Riding School, 
t’s Park. There, 
under the care of Mr. Pattman, Inte Corporal-Major of the 
2nd Life Guards, SLOPER can guarantee thorough tuition. 

“ Unsweetened” gin laid on in unlimited quantity, 

se 


s 

“ A CAPITAL harvest” is the pretty general report from ogricul- 
tural districts, and in this respect at least the farmer has no excuse 
for his periodical grumble. But he won't be done out of it—not 
he. Labour is so dear now, he says, that it doesn’t pay to cut the 
cron ; and one wheat grower from Essex suggests that the military 
shall be turned out to assist in getting them in. Cool, isn’t it, to 
say the least? *\° 


So we are to have Female Oddfellows. This is curious, because 
it seems to be the aim of most of the fair sex to tind a pair; but 
perhaps the new lodges will offer increased facilities, 


s 
“A MAN can live like a gentleman in Japan,” says an evening 
pares, “on a hundred a year. With this sum he can rent a house, 
— two servants, and have plenty of food.” Here, what's the fare 
to Japan, anyhow? *.* 


WHILtst the m London householder is revelling in the 
pertaining to a fortnight's holiday at the seaside 


luxuries, etc., a 
Bill Sikes 
seems to been- 


forme ee 


sport 
comes amiss to 
his nimble fin- = 
ers. The 
ard-earned 
savings of the 
peasant is as 
acceptable as 
the costly 
jereliers be- 
longing to the 
aristocrat. If 
they wish to 
keepthe house- 
hold propert 
intact, intend- 
ing visitors to 
the seaside Ta 
must give notice of their departure to the local police. A house 
under police protection is g>nerally avoided by most burglar. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST 25TH, 16%, 
pa 


19th A st, 1654.—This day, writing ofa visit to Linco! 

Minster, Evelyn says: “* The souldiers had lately knocked otf ieat 
of the brasses from the gravestones, so as few inscriptions are left. 
They told us that these men went in with axes and hammers, and 
shut themselves iu till they had rent and torne off some barge 
loads of mettal, not sparing even the monuments of the dead, so 
hellish an averice possessed them. Here (in Lincoln) 1 saw a tall 
woman six foote two inches high, comely, middle ag’d and well- 
proportion’d, who kept a very neate and cleane ale-house, and got 
most by people's coming to see her on account of her height.” 


20th A st, 1773.—Under this date we read in Doctor 
Johnson's “ Your in Scotland” ; “ There is no tree for either shelter 
or timber, A tree might be a show in Scotland, as a horse in 
Venice. At St. Andrew's, Mr. Boswell found only one, and recom- 
mended it to my notice. ‘ This,’ he said, ‘is not ing to another a 
few miles otf.’ ‘Nay,’ said a gentleman that st by, ‘I know 
but of this and that tree in the country.’” 


2ist August, 1762.—Lady Mary Wortley Montagu died 
thisday, “She luughs at my Lady Walpole, scolds Lad Pomfret, 
and is herself laughed at by the whole town. Her dress, hee avarice 
and her impudence must amaze anyone who never heard her name, 
She wears 1 foul mob (cap) that does not cover her greasy black 
locks that hang loose, never combed or curled ; an old mazarine 
hlue-wrapper that gapes open, and discovers a canvas petticort.”- 
Horace Walpole, 


22nd August, 1688.—In Folkestone churchyard is, or was, 
a stone in memory of Rebeeca Rogers, who died this day, aged 
fourty-four years, with the following lines : 


“A house she hath, it’s made of such good fashion, 
The tenaut ne'er shall pay for reparation ; 
Nor will her landlord ever raise her rent, 
Or turn her out of doors for non-payment, 
From chimney money, too, this cell is free : 
To such a Louse who would not tenant be?” 


This chimney, or hearth-tax was first imposed by Charles II, in 
1662, and was abolished by William: so that Rebecca Rogers, had 
she lived, would soon have been as free from the imposition as 
where she lay. 


23rd August, 1818.—Tom Moore, under this date, tells of 
“an extraordinary man who had a museum of the ropes in which 
various malefactors had been hanged, all ticketed and hung in 
order round his roof. If I recollect right, Southey says his ora 
ought to have completed the collection, He was, notwithstanding, 
this ferocious taste, a poor, weak, squeaking, unmanly-maunere 
old creature.” 


24th August, 1729.—This day William Rowland, a poor 
clergyman, who was convicted of writing a libel, stood in the 
pillory at the Royal Exchange in his canonical habit for an hour, 
during which time he preached to the people, and complained of 
the injustice of his sentence; wherenpon the crowd, amongst 
whom were several women, made a subscription for him, and 
collected a good round sum. 


25th August, 1888.—A newspaper of this date states that 
a young lady in Southport, who had a fortune in her own right. 
and was the daughter of a banker in that town, recently became 
enamoured of a handsome young clown named Carilland while he 
was performing at a circus, and the pair left Southport together 
one evening. The station-master at Bolton received a tele- 
ey asking him to detain “a lame young laly who was travel- 
ing by the Southport train.” He endeavou to carry out the 
request ; but it so happened that there were two lame young ladies 
in the train, and he arrested the wrong oue. In the meantime the 
banker's daughter and her lover made their way to the Bolton 
Registry Office and were duly married, much to the indignation of 
the bride’s relations. 


CURIOUS, ISN'T IT? 


*T18 very strange how oft we mect 
The folks whose talk is tall 

Of Scottish moors and foreign tours, 
At Margate after all. 


NOT HIS AMBITION. 


Old-fashioned Uncle ( patronisingly). Well, my boy, have you 
made up your mind what you wil when you arrive at man’s 
estate? Of course you will go in for the House of Commons. 

Modern Nephew. What! run for Parliament? Not me, uncle! 

Uncle. But, my dear John, that is the road to preferment, you 


now, 

Nephew. It may have been in your day, uncle, but things have 
altered, and there are only two roads out of the House of 
Commons, nowadays. One jeads to Prison, and the other to the 
Bankruptcy Court. 


—_—— 


THE GNAWINGS OF CONSCIENCE. 


He had neglected the “dear little woman "as he called her—at a 
cost of nix. be it noted—for many long and weary months, till at 
last his inner conscience told him he should alter his habits a 
little. So he made a real big effort, and got home a good deal 
earlier than usual last Monday evening, and in a voice that was 
carefully attuned so as not to make the shock to her tev great, 
he said: 

“Virginie, my dear, I know you've felt slighted and perhaps 
pele! ‘on account of my repeated absence from home of an evening, 

ut I’m going to turn over a new leaf. I’ve made up my mind to 
begin this very night, so——” ; 

“Well, you are an old dear!" ejaculated Virginie, with—he 
thought—obtrusive joy. ‘You don’t know how happ you've 
made me. I've promised to go with the Neglected Wives’ Emanci- 
nation League to the Empire, and now you can take care of baby. 

must away now upstairs to dress; I really musn't be late. Oh, 
it te kind of you!” 

His pride forbade him breaking his word, but his good resoln- 
tions were smashed to atoms on the spot. 


a 


AN EXTRACT. 


ONE of the old forms of torture administered to th® Greenwich 
pensioners was to send a dozen lovely creatures to play at kiss-in- 
the-ring with them. The frantic efforts of the wooden-legz«! 
Johnnies to overtake the fair ones and administer the chaste salute 
was awful to see. “In my youth I have been many times attracted 
to Greenwich Park by the turmoil of the laughter of the females 
and the howls of baftied rage of the men ; the ground covered witl 
broken stumps like a field of bruseels sprouts,” etc., ete.— From 
“ Osenlation as a Fine Art,” by the Author of “A Ilug in the 
Tlen- House.” 


Ewery Wrednesday. Twopence. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C- 


Saturday, August 18, 1894.) 
POET AND SON (Limited). 


1, re the Laureateship, and one much argued of late, 
[inser Some Pre hal the post should be hereditary.) 


taught 


aire poets’ sons fc ones? 
Dost know a single specimen? 
Some may be nice, and free from vice, 
And some eons smart and dressy men . 
Some sons might slight—worse! some might write, 
To gain Fame’s wreath that tloriates— 
And so you see ‘tis R O T— 
Hereditary Laureates ! 


Se 


A NEEDLESS CHIVALRY. 


On, yes; of course you have read of dozens of nwkward instances 
of this kind, That's just the worst of having to tell an-entirely 
true story. The principal incident is sure to have been done to 
leath by the corte artists and yarners, and, consequently, when a 
joor fellow comes to write out a simple statement of fact, he ix 
faced, at the verv outset, by the nevessity of apologising for lack of 
absolute originality. 

I really cannot put upon record the exact reasona which induced 
voung Henry Dristore to annex » towel from the horse in his 
apartments and seek a lonely stretch of sand for his diurnal bathe, 
erhaps it was that 
tis modesty shrank 
under the rude gaze 
vf those who con. 
rregated about the 
nachines 3 perhaps 
oish was getting a 
hit tight towards the 
aul of his fortnight. 
Whatever the 
reason. it must suf. 
tice that he did so; 
ind that,arrived ata 
sutticiently secluded 
‘pot. he divested 
uimself of his gar- 
‘uehts and was soon 
revelling in the 

briny. 

Of course you can 
guess What hap. 
pened, As he was 
onthe point of wading out after a final swim, his eyes fell upon a 
serne that caused him to pause suddenly, and then wade quickly 
out inte the sheltering waves again. There, not five yards from 
where his clothes were pce. rat a young and lovely girl, 
parently deep in thought, and looking, from her attitude, as 
though she were very fairly comfortable, and not by any means in 
abhurry to change Ler position, 

Voor Henry! It wasn’t so bad for the first half an hour or so; 
hut after that the minutes commenced to drag themselves out 
terribly, and the breeze began to strike a bit chilly. At the end of 
what he judged to be the first hour, he begin to lose hope. 
siould he shout to her?) He hated the thought, but, dash it all, he 
couldn't stop there and freeze. He coughed slightly ; then louder ; 
Ne sneezed violently. He called, gently ; again; again; and, at 
last. in desperation, fairly yelled. She never even stirred, 

Henry waited for another ten minutes, and then he waded about 
a mile along the beach, and strolled, in nature’s garb, into a coast- 
kiard's hut, borrowed 8 few garments, and returned to fetch his 
clothes, They were still there; but the girl was just disappearing 
in the distance on a companion’s arm. 

He met her two days after on the front. 


“Sad thi AY . ry i % 
a quis naa hepa his friend, “about that girl. Very pretty, isn’t 


“ Aftlicted :" 
“Yes! quite blind and deaf and dumb from birth.” 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
Lizziz Morrow. 
IF any youth who reads this 


Is withing in an eager way, 
That Cupid's power his soul 
would sway 
With love 
thorough. 
He'll get fulfilled his strong 


desire— 
He'll get his heart and brain 


on fire— 
If he will at the “Friv.” in- 


sincere and 


quire 
Fordear old Lizzie Morrow! 
Ifany youth who reads this 


lay 
Has trod Misfortune’s thorny 
way 
Until he finds his hair grow 
grey 
With carking care and sor- 


row, 
What sound once more will 
make him young? 
The “Alabama Coon” as 


sung 
Sublimely by the tuncful 


tongue 
Of lovely Lizzie Morrow. 
If nae youth who reads this 
a 


y 
Nias got a darned big debt to pay, 
And from some friend would fain eseay 
An ample sum to borrow, 

To Lizzie’s home let him repair, 
And gently “hang his hat up” there 
For quite 8 little millionaire 

goed old Lizzie Morrow ! 


How things to 
rum from rare 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— a 


DurBan, July 8th, 1894. 


=, How very rum My Dear Op ALLy,—I don’t know whether you have ever 
C Try nea > Some things been debarred by accident or illneas from your favourite beverage 
> wry Son— youee NAVE Y become ! for any long time, but if you have, your feelings upon again 
CC, yowsan or 


tasting the nectar must be very much akin to mine, when, after 


THE LION QUEEN. 
al Tragedy. 
CHAPTER IX. 
THERE was a cloud over the colossal aggregation of wild rnimals 


known as Carlona’s. The new lion tamer bad got drunk on three 
ditferent occasions, 


Thus herein 


All common 
sense excori- 


ates— 

To think that 
we 

Should { ever 


see 
Hereditary 
Laureates ! 


six long months, [ again set eyes upon your cheery and never-to-be- and failed to be read 
descend ! tutliciently-praised publication. The people hove une prec odastvasa to go threagh "4 
Observe this of your paper, and now that I am going to settle down among entertainment, and 
phase— them, I shall make arrangements to have my weekly “SLOPER even the mysterious 
That poets regularly by mail, All success, Old Man! With love to Tootsie, Pollodropsiconwasa 
ys Yours ever, A DURBAN ADMIRER, failure. A rival show 
scart = fom a yraers the bial 
eir cuit erto sac 
descend! SLOPER’S VAGARIES. to Carlona. and 
nee as ery No. 261—Hz Ixcurs Lorp RoseBery’s DISPLEASURE. worse than all, had 
ug 


“THE Earl of Rosebery's just bestowed 
On the People's Palace in Mile-End-road 
A number of washing Ler mp whose price 
Five hundred pounds will be : 
And the Mile-End people must think it nice, 
And be filled with love for he!” 


&o SLOPER snid, as he lounged and read 
The morning paper before him spread. 
And then a thought to his cranium came: 
“The folks down Mile-End way 
Have tongues that in uttering thanks are lame, 
1 must manage the job for they!” 


The generous Rosebery's private sec. 
Would have done the biz. of the waiting Wreck, 
But the waiting Wreck did his wish repress, 
“ His lordship [ needs must see : 
On behalf of the virtue of cleanlin 
1 must have a few words with he!” 


So to Rosebery’s chamber the Mound was ta‘en, 
And in tones «ulogistic he said, “1 fain 
Would lisp in thine ear some lg sincere : 
For the folks down Mile-End way 
Will soon be more clean than ever they've been, 
And I render thee thanks for they !” 


Then Rosebery’s anger was sad to see : 
“For the gift of those baths I am thanked by THEE! 
By THEE, who hast never been washed for quite 
A year and a day, I vow! 
Get out of my aizht, thou uliginous wight, 
Or I'll black the two eyes of thou! !! 


—— ee 


CORRUPTING A CANVASSER. 


SHE was one of those sweet (ates whose heads, far from being 
turned by the pomps and vanities of moral society in a swagger 
suburb, was ever thinking how she might contribute to the joy of 
othera leas fortunate ; and her name was Sabrina, 

“Oh, Mr. Mittenwick,” she said artlessly to the most eligible 
young bachelor at the Organ Fund Garden Party, “ may I take up 
your attention for a couple of short minutes?” 

Mr. Mittenwick smiled sweetly and said she might. He would 
have set aside an appointment at Windsor and the order of knight- 
hood for her. So she drew him gently aside from the frivollers, 
and, taking a seat in a secluded nook and motioning him to be 
seated beside her, she told him how she thought this was a most 
favourable opportunity—this ring afternvon outing—to plead 
with him on behalf of the Fresh Air Fund attached to their chapel. 
She gnid that two hundred and twenty-seven little blanched faces 
and four hundred and fifty-four childish blue eyes would light u 
with joy—the unalloyed joy of auticipation—if he donated a half- 
sovereign towards “ appy Day in the Country.” She added 
that a few adults—donators only—would be perites toaccompan 
the excursion at two and sixpence apiece, that they might see wii 
their own eyes, and tell others of the appreciation of the 
youngsters. She went on also to say that she would sce that 

e enjoved himself, as she was going in the capacity of a bread and 
butter cutter, and she didn't think she could say—— 

Mr. Mitten wick went on his knees. Of course that was what 
she'd been playing for all along. He told her that for her sweet 
charitable self he would do anything. He—he—he—wondered 
whether—that is—if he asked her to accept him as well as the half- 
sovereign—— 

She did not leave him to wonder long. She held her pretty head 
down, cast her eyes on the ground, and gave him the little suede- 
gloved hand—not the one that held the half sovereign, but the 
other. Of course the bold Mittenwick was in the seventh heaven, 
a Lege he rose from his knees everything was arranged as it 

oul 2 

“ And now, George, dear,” she said, just a shnde more seriously, 
as they rose from the seat and strolled back towards the s 
where a crowd of merry, gig ling I gin were helping the curate to 
get upa “Fresh Air” fuc' Noe sixpence a dip, the principal 
‘ps being a permit to kiss—in the cause of Ca of course— 

e prettiest girl on the ind, “don't you think I'd better apply 
this MiLeowregs to the perciees of some article needed in our 
future housekeeping—the ‘Fresh Air’ kids will never miss it?” 

Oh, woman, woman! 


eee 


A RETROSPECT. 


(“The life of every mantis a diary in which he means to write one story, and 
writes another."—J. M. BARRIE, in The Little Minister.) 
1 SAT in youth at the desk of Life, 
And the book lay stretched before me 
In which I must chronicle peace and strife 
Dispassionate deeds and stormy. 
And my hand was firm, and my eyes were bright, 
And my spirit was strong and fiery, 
For a beautiful story I meant to write 
In Life's fair diary ! 


I ent for years at the desk of Life, 
Till my heart and my brain grew duller, 
And my pen was warped, and my ink was rife 
With a hideous hell-born colour. 
And, if tongues of men to my book referred, 
I was mute at the least inquiry : 
For the pages were blotted, and dimmed, and blurred 
In Life's dark diary ! 


I must rise anon from the desk of Life, 
For my volume will soon be ended : 
And its every leaf is a sharp-edged knife 
By which my r heart is rended. 
And my soul looks backward, and groans and grieves 
O'er its travel through paths so miry : 
But my sins cannot whiten the sin-dyed leaves 
In Life's long diary ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“Brown” Bread : A penny loaf. 
THE Cabman's Strike: Hitting a “bilker” in the eye, 


THE sip most engerly imbi by inquisitive women ? Gor-sip. 
NE of St. Paul: “ Use a little wine for thy stomach’s 
ache.” 


nk ae aa Query: How is it possible that Blue Books 
can be re(a)a ! 
Post-Office Mem. The last hoe ea : Prince Edward Albert 


Christian George Andrew Patric! 


with them a female 
enake charmer, who 
twisted these inter- 
esting creatures 
round her neck and 
kissed their ugly 
snouts, to the great 
admiration of the 
crowds of people 
who flocked to see 
her formance, 
me Carlona 
liked not to see her 


ul. 
It angered her to 
know that, in some 
measure, Carlona's 
was taking a second 
nosition as a wild 
beast show. Anx- 
jously she consulted 
with her husband. 
In all things durin; A daring performance. 

the six months o 

married life Hamish had been her constant adviser, and she felt that 
he was a much more useful husband than those whom she had 
mourned. Hamish in the present emergency pointed out that 
after all there was no use grieving over the matter of the lady 
— charmer. It was at the most only a temporary eclipse, 
and Carlona’s would ere long reassert itself ns really giving the 
best value in monkeys and ober attractions ; but Madame refused 
to be comforted. Deeply she thought over the dimmed glory. 
Then, like the thorough business woman, she resolved. 

For two days she kept her resolution a secret—at the end of that 
time she unfolded a magnificent poster, which she received from 
the printer, before the astonished eyes of her husband and 
Sophorina. Madame had conceived an idea calculated to knock 
the serpent charmer into fits. That poster announced : 


THE LION QUEEN. 
THE ONLY FEMALE Lion TAMER IN BriTAIN. 


Madame Cariona will twice daily enter the lion's den and pnt the groups of 
maguificent forest lions through a daring perfurmance. 


No Extra CHARGE, 


The intrepid woman had conceived an idea which would 
decidedly upeet the orectees show, and though Hamish remon- 
strated as to the possible danger, Madame Carlona persisted, and 
her determination was warmly supported by her faithful friend 
Sophorina. That lady expressed herself as sure that Madame 
Carlona’s daring performance would redound to the credit of the 
establishment, and she was right. 

The permease was a huge success. The show was crowded 
daily. Theo ition show was a dead failure. Madame Carlona 
was happy. Foratime Hamish McNab had given up the Pollo- 
dropsicon business. He considered it his duty, as the husband of 
the daring woman, to take charge of the red-hot irons and other 
things that might be necessary for her protection in the event ot 
the lions becoming unruly; ‘but as time passed, and Madame’s 
nerves hardened, she made light of these precautions, and resolved 
that they were quite unnecessary. 

Hamish once more, therefore, resumed the Pollodropsicon 
mystery, and retired to his lonely cage to compel the blood-curd- 
ling groans and squeals from the bagpipes. For some days he was 


hardly so effective as he had been in the past. The anxiety he felt 
in regard to Madame 


Carlona's safety whilst 
she was amongst the 
denizens of the forest 
was opposed to his 
getting out the fine 
core enatinns Ds or 
splitting sounds; but 
as the days issed, and 
Madame showed that 
she knew her busi- 
ness, his confidence in- 
creased, and gradually 
the wild wails he pro- 
duced from his instru- 
ment were calculated 
to turn sour the milk 
ina radius of two miles, 
And with the in- 
crease of these sounds 
the lions became deci- 
dedly more impressive ‘@ 
in their growls and 
snarls, Kc gad ios 
was espec: sensi- 
tive, and as the wild- 
ness of the music in- 
creased it became more 
and more moody, 
Carlona was 
resolute; she struck 
the lion over the nose with her whip, In another moment there 
was a shriek, a crunch, and Madame Carlona had joined her pre- 
deceased hus' 8. T were beautiful in their lives, and in 
death were not divided.—( To be concluded next week.) 


Madame Cariona was resolute 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. AND HE MUST SUFFER. 


Areas 


No. 373.—Mr. ARTHUR T. Pask, F.0.S 3 
ROLLICKING DAYS AT THE SEASIDE. © 


“at this particular season when everyboly is donnivg a Aunt, 10 you mean to say that you are on familiar terms with that Mr. Fitzsplug ? 
[’ straw hat anda blazer ani taking to the river as naturally as @ Cissie, Yes, auntie. Is there any reason why we shouldn't be ? “Why, there isn't a leer! eerap of ucws frum wwo 
duck, it is surely most apropos to present a delineation of the dual, Certainly. Why, his wife ran away with her own couchman { this mova wing 1” 


jovial features and jolly form of one who has been dubbed, by 
the poet of the river—poor O. ©. R., once of the Pink 'Un, now, 
— a pea: poet of ber ego fe etd T, RA \ LW ‘ 
author of such charming lore as ‘ The Eyes ec Thames,’ 

*Lock to Lock’ and ‘The Riverside Sketches,’ in which he A N oT H E R AY R ie) MA N C E. 
followed Mr. George R. rims in the Weekly Dispateh, Arthur 
has a winsume manner, a large heart and a bald head; awl, 
amongst other deeds for which his country may one day reward 
him with a big stone monument, he created the * Autobiography 
of ALLY SLOPER’ and turned out much ‘SLOPER’ literature, 
For generally ‘bearing up' for the Old Man both on and off pub- 
lishing days, he was created F.O.S., ani the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to bim June 13th, 1891."—Debrett Improved. 


A LARGE ORDER. 
} He, T didn't Base you bad n heotons 8 nere ' 

She, Oh, yes; he's away some time. You see, he has an 
order frum the Government to do some stone carving at 
Portlaud ; it will keep him busy for some years, I believe. 


© iii i" { »\\ 


| ye a 


) “Hm} I dons quite like the look of that man opposite,’ muttered Twitterson, (8) Porter Mill. Wotoher aor Tom? A vestry meetin’ or a coachful of 
as he looked up from reading a thrilling account of a “Death Struzgie with a Manarchiste? Haul ‘em out 6) Mr. Mildboy (the supposed maniac), Lenk ‘ere, 
Maniac in Midnig! ¢ Express.” “His Cy looks wild; I must be prepared ene ee oe me was to travel together much further we should fall out. 
ip! kne ‘8 ? BS or 


the hi 
grapple with him.”——(2) “Hi! hel wit! He’ — 't expect a mau to sit still with a box o’ lights a-fire in ‘is tail poch«t, 
) “But I'll sell my life dearly! Here gocs for a struggle to the death!"—— can you? "Tain't reasonable! And then Twitterson began to think that it was 
) “Ahareeel Now we're busy! A little more of this and I shall get tired.”"—— gather a pity he'd been quite so hasty., 


ENGLISH AS IT IS SPOKE. 


e BREVITY. 

Nasty Thing. Manager says we may cut out as much as we 
like to-morrow night. You coukin'’t abbreviate your part very 
much; you've only three wonls to say, anyhow: “Stay, oh, 
stay !"—a pair of stays, in fact. 

Other Thing. That's just it. I shall simply say “Corset I” 
See 


Tle. (1eith ditter—some time bottled bitter—sareasm), Oh, 1 
dids.* think you'd recollect me, my dear, The la-t time we met 
you said you'd be fro minufes putting on your hat; that’s some 
time ago — 1 may have altered! Mater. Putener rankercher rover yer rat. 

She, Call the carriage, funny man, Hater, Patcher rumber reller cup. Christine, 


“You've never seen people bathing in the sea hefore, have 
you, nurse?” “No! Lor’, I wonder the pice allows “em 
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